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PERSONAL 



Love 

Love loves because it loves. It is not love 
That seeks a reason or requires a cause ; 

It asks no present guerdon, but above 

Love writes the names of them who keep his laws. 



Au Revoir 

Tho' others boast a wider range 
Of wit, of elegance, of skill. 

Believe a love that cannot change. 
All lack of subtler arts may fill. 

For how should other arts find place 

In one whose soul is filled with thee. 

Who will but look upon thy face 

All beauty and all grace to see? 

Believe him: faith, which never time 
Still onward rolling e'er can move. 

Is his who pens this heartfelt rhyme. 
The highest proof of deepest love. 
Au revoir. 



2 
Only to see Your Face 

You know that I love you, dcurling, 

And I know that you love me, 
And as God is above you, darling. 

True to your love I'll be, 
I long to be near you, darling, 

I haunt the dear old place. 
To and fro I wander and go. 

Only to see your face. 

They keep us parted, darling. 

They try to make you forget ; 
But you are true-hearted, darling. 

And our faith will triumph yet. 
And I fondly recall, my darling, 

Your smiles and your gentle grace. 
As to and fro I wander and go. 

Only to see your face. 

There is no one to praise me, darling. 

But not all that they say is true ; 
And your love will raise me, darling. 

To a level sweet, with you. 
I shall win in the end, my darling. 

But now 'tis a weary race. 
As to and fro I wander and go, 

Only to see your face. 



Lines to a Hard-Hearted Old Clock 

How slowly the hours come round 

As we wait for the much-loved face ; 

The minute-hand makes no sound. 

The hour-hand sticks in its place ; 

They love to make it a waiting race. 

While I wait for a sight of the loved one's face. 

How quickly the hours go round 

When the loved one at last appears ; 

The minute-hand moves with a bound, 
The hour-hand puts back its ears. 

Takes the bit in its teeth, when I banish my fears, 

And the loved one at last at my side appears. 

I hear your pendulum beat : 

Old clock, have you never a heart ? 
Don't you smile when lovers meet ? 

Don't you sorrow when lovers must part ? 
Have a thought for the victims of Eros's dart, 
And go slow when we meet, and go fast when we part. 



September to May— 7th August, '88 

'Tis hard to find life drear and dull. 

It makes a man repine : 
The world was mine at 21 , 

But now I'm 49. 

The struggle then seemed only fun, 

Which now I must resign ; 
The hopes I nursed at 21 

Are dead at 49 

I thought when these sad years were run, 
For me love ne'er could shine ; 

No maid, I thought, of 21 
Could care for 49- 

No smiles, I said, can now be won ; 

I'm strange at Eros* shrine ; 
His (locks are men of 2 1 , 

He mocks at 49. 

Between us life's full tale is done ; 

At 70 comes the line : 
While you give only 2 i , 

My share is 49. 

What nonsense ! Life's but just begun ; 

They're morning's beams divine ! 
If she who loves me's 21 

I can't be 49. 

God bless her ! She has brought the sun 
To chase these clouds of mine. 

My dainty maid of 2 1 
Who sloops to 49. 



To 

I do not know how I should thank my love 
For loving me. Cast prostrate on the earth 
Her sweet smile fell upon me from above : 
And yet I have no words to tell her worth ; 
My life was all a desert till she came 
And made it once more blossom as the rose 
That decks the hazy month that bears her name. 
Her gentle love has banished all my woes 
Into the dark recesses of my heart. 
An angel passed, my Fay, and from that hour 
I felt that she and I could never part. 
For in her smile even sorrow lost its power. 
And from that moment to my dying day. 
My life itself in her dear hands I lay. 

A Valentine 

Straight as a dart 

Shall this Valentine go 
To my true love's heart 

For I love her so. 
And swift as the dart 

Shall day follow day 
Till 1 clasp to my heart 

My own dear Fay. 
And the Happiness which the arrow bears 
Shall be ours through the long revolving years. 



To Maisie from Bob 

I like the gentle oc-to-pus. 
Because he's such a (unny cuss ; 
His eyes jut out like bar-na-cles. 
Or little half-grown mussel shells ; 
And though he boasts no other charms. 
The creature heis a hundred arms — 
So here with Masie, 'neath the tree, 
1 iain the oc-lo-pus would be. 



Payment 

I lost my bet. 

And gladly pay : 
Go, look ! — but yet 

A moment stay. 

Tell her I trust 

Her choice will be 
Always as just 

As 'twas with me. 

Tell her I'll prove 
Myself a friend 

As with my love 

This heart I send. 



The Little Flower 

My way was cold, and dark, and lonely. 

The winds were keen, the clouds did lower. 
And by my side stepped Sorrow only. 
Until I found a little flower. 

It grew alone in rare completeness, 

Where no rude passer-by could seek ; 
Soft summer rains had given it sweetness. 

Warm summer suns had decked its cheek. 

And Sorrow fled as I grew stronger — 

That flower and 1 no more should part — 

And winds and clouds I fear no longer ; 
I wear that flower on my heart ! 



A Quarter of a Century 

Some praise the charms of sweet 1 6 
While 30 some suits nicely ; 

But 25's the age, 1 ween : 

That's M 's age precisely ! 



The Houseboat 

Deep in the houseboat's cosy hold 

We nestle, she and I, 
Wirfi work and books and talk the days 

Go all too swiftly by. 

Sometimes we climb the mountain top. 
Where the Pagoda stands, 

A landmark to the country road. 
The toil of pious hands. 

Sometimes across the old sea-wall 
We watch the mighty Bore 

And hear an hour before it comes 
Its weird, mysterious roar. 

Sometimes across the hills we walk 
To picnic 'neath the pines ; 

Or float upon the sunny sea. 

Where fishers cast their lines. 

And then, alas ! the fatal day 

Comes when we say good-bye : 

And through the rain we make our way. 
To dear and dull Shfuighai. 



Tennis 

Come bring the balls and stretch the net 

And lay aside " Pendennis " 
And while we play I'll shew how life 

Is like a set at tennis. 

For while our fortunes are the balls 
The fates who wield the rackets 

Impel us helpless to and fro 

Like typhoon-driven packets. 

Sometimes they land us in a court 

And everybody praises 
Then leave us useless in the net 

Forgotten in the daisies. 

We take the bet ourselves and swear 

That nothing shall defeat us 
There's always some one opposite 

Who does his best to beat us. 

" Love all " sounds now, and love, we're sure. 

As Biglow says " is la'thin" 
But love we find ere very long 

's equivalent to nothing. 

And when the darkness stops the play 

The value in the sequel 
Of winner's fame and loser's shame 

Is just exactly equal. 
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Her Album 

She has come from the Old Court Suburb 
To brighten the dreary East ; 

To share its glories and worries, 

Of which Albums are not the least. 

But when with that smile she asks you, 
What is a poor rhymer to do ! 

And admission to her Walhalla 
Is an honour and pleasure too. 

So here are twelve lines of nonsense, 
At which you may sometimes look. 

Though they know that their only merit 
Is gaining a place in your book. 
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Prologue 

Ladies and Gentlemen : 
Pray you, don't send me in an angry storm hence, 
I'm the survivor of the first performance — 
There are two more who, dreading public scorn, or 
Bashful with age, are hiding in a corner. 

We little thought when, at our opening show. 
Now just a score and six long years ago. 
With untried powers and youthful boldness, we 
Launched our small back, the Shanghai A.D.C. 
That it would live to see the century told, 
And draw to crowded benches, as of old. 
So many friends who cheered our youthful days. 
And bring their sons and daughters now to gaze. 
The task is mine to thank you for the sight 
Of all your kindly faces here to-night. 
For throughout all the life time of Shanghai, 
The A.D.C.'s endeavoured to supply 
Some entertainment, humble but well meant, 
To amuse in winter months the settlement- 
And when we have succeeded, 'tis to you. 
And not to us, the public thanks are due. 
Your kind encouragement has lent new force. 
When we have faltered on our onward course. 
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You've made old favourites happy with your cheers. 
And kindly chased away the young ones tears ; 
You've overlooked our failures, and in fact 
You've sometimes made us think that we could act ! 
Your ever-ready smiles have smoothed our way. 
And so at last we have attained to-day 
The good round hundred ; and in ninety-three. 
The auspicious year of Shanghai's Jubilee, 
So interwined with Shanghai have we grown, 
We've got a little jubilee of our own ! 
So be Shanghai's and our success perenmal ; 
And all again meet at our bi-centennial ! 



Just my Luck 

In days gone by in fair Shanghai 

I landed, full of hope ; 
I never feared, though scoffers jeered. 

With all the world to cope. 
With youth and health I felt that wealth 

Must soon my efforts crown : 
Yet soon as raised, I saw, amazed, 
My pile come tumbling down ! 
Just my luck ! Just my luck ! 
Whatever I attempt I'm always stuck ! 
I try to do things rightly, 
I challenge fate politely 
And yet I always fail, its 

Just my luck ! 
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And just in trade, a spec I made. 

And went in strong for tea : 
But what that lost on 'actual cost' 

Teetot'ly ruined me ! 
A change I sought, and silk I bought : — 

They gave up wearing silk ! 
Then in alarm I bought a farm : — 

The doctors damned all milk ! 
Just my luck ! etc. 

With scarce a rap, I hired a trap 

And started out to broke : 
In one big game I lent my name ; 

And that turned out no joke ! 
The Hongkong Bank shares swiftly sank, 

And I'd the loss to pay : 
I simply wrote a promis'ry note : 

They keep it to this day ! 
Just my luck ! etc. 

With ready pen a ' leader' then 

I wrote for F. H. B. 
I mean't no wrong — 'twas rather strong 

About the A.D.C. 
Their dire mishap, their sad collapse : — 

Pride had another fall : 
For here I've found they're safe and sound. 

They've not collapsed at all ! * 
Just my luck : etc. 

' Far from it. 
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AMALGAMATION 



To "Cassandra" 

Worn out with laughing at the pranks of " Betsy, 
A little supper, and jusl something hot ; 

— 'T was the best amateur piece I yet did see — 
I sought my humble cot- 

Uneasily 1 slept ; my dreams were horrid ; 

I started suddenly, and wondered why, 
A form was there which bore upon its forehead, 

" The Future of Shanghai." 

Its skin, once white, was clothed in retgs and tatters, 
A piece of telephone wire bound its waist ; 

'Twas ages since its hat had seen the hatter's ; 
Its boots had once been laced. 

" Say why from dark Hongkew you come a wand'rer ? 

" Your name ? your wants ? I thought I locked the 
door." — 

It murmured in a plaintive tone ? "Cassandra! 

" List to me, I implore." 

I listened, half in fear, half indignation ; 

" I come," it said, " to warn you of your doom ; 
" Nothing can save you but amalgamation ! " 

With that it left the room. 

Amalgamation ! said I ; Doom ! and Warning ! 

Are things in Shanghai not quite what they seem ? 
I put consideration off till morning. 

Then dreamed another dream. 
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I found myself on the Bund grass-plots walking, 
And met a Consul, grey, judicious, bland. 

And in a moment found that I was talking 
With him about the land, 

" You think," he said, " that this is our possession ; 

" The bunds, the roads, the houses, and the trees. 
" You little know that of this proud concession 

" Two-thirds at least's Chinese. 

" The Regulations " — said I, fain to meet his 

Warning — when, interrupting, out he bounced ; 

" They'll never be confirmed, and even the treaties 
" Ere long will be denounced. 

'■ Nothing can save us but amalgamation; 

We've put the Chinese in the western track. 
" Know you not, when he's done the education, 
" The tutor gets the sack ? " 

Amalgamation ! word that breathed disaster ; 

Again I slept, while pondering on the theme, 
And ere my boy appeared to call his master, 

I dreamed another dream. 

The twentieth century was just commencing : 

I stood upon a bund, but was it I ? 
I leaned against the Public Garden's fencing ; 

But could this be Shanghai i* 

I said, I'll go into the Public Garden ; — 

A tall policeman warned me from the gate ; 

" Reserved for Chinese," when I asked his pardon. 
Was all that he would state. 
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I looked — Chinese signs hung from all the houses, 
And while I wondered what for us remains. 

Two fat Chinese drove by with English spouses ; 
A white man held the reins. 

A pretty German nurse-girl pushed a carriage. 
With two contented yellow babes inside. 

A Cantonese walked by, and talked of marriage, 
She smiled in loving pride. 

1 passed a lawyer's office ; — on the shingle 

Was " Wang and Johnson, Barristers-at-law " 

Where'er the nations had begun to mingle, 
Chinese came first, I saw. 

A steamer passed ; a native gave the orders ; 

An English quarter-master held the wheel. 
The chain-gang all were white, the stalwart warders 

Yellow from head to heel. 

I wandered on and thought — but with a shiver — 
Surely the Yemkees have preserved Hongkew ; 

Till, as the road drew nearer to the river, 
A garden met my view. 

A Zoologic garden, filled completely 

With beasts and birds and all such things as these ; 
And everjrthing was ticketed most neatly. 

The tickets in Chinese. 

A crowd was round one cage ; there was no error ; 

The ccige v/as labelled " Prehistoric Man." 
1 looked, and started from my dream in terror. 

It was the last Taipan I 
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The Squire's Progress 

I used to be steady, I used to be good, 

And stick to my work as an office man should ; 

Of cocktails and cobblers I never had heard. 

As to absinthe, I couldn't have mentioned the word : 

From morning to evening I stuck to my books. 

And my taipans all gave me the blandest of looks. 

But now that's all changed, that is easy to tell, 

I'm the latest invention, the club-lounging swell ! 

I'm a lounge at the bar-ity. Come, here you are-ity. 

Full as a jar-ity, swell-ah ! 

Lark in the hall-ity, play at Football-ity 

Sway-ity, creep-ity, crawl; 

Jump on your hat-ity, come out of that-ity. 

Screwed as a bat-ily fell-ah ! 

I wearied in time of a cky abode. 

So two of us rented a house on the road, 

I started a dog-cart, as walking's for flats. 

And put my young horseboys in mandarin hats. 

I ride with the hounds, and earn plenty of praise 

For our tiffins to ladies on paperhunt days : 

In the Country Club set I'm acknowledged true blue ; 

And I sink dirty trade when I leave the Maloo ! 

I'm a first-class lawntennis-y, love set again-isy. 

Handicap win-isy, swell-ah ! 

Country Club crawUty, fortnightly ball-ity 

Sway-ity, creep-ity, crawl ; 

Jump on your hat-ity, come out of that-ity. 

Screwed as a bat-ity fell-ah ! 
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When I'm tired of society, fashion and dress, 

I come to the front with another success. 

The Temperance Hall's the next spot on my plan, 

And everyone praises this pious young man. 

With fervour I follow the longest of prayers. 

And shout in the hymns till the organist stares ; 

And no-one can doubt my pretensions are facts. 

When I stand on the Bund and distribute small tracts ! 

I'm a prayer-never-miss-ity, sweet Christian kiss-ity. 

Marked down for bliss-ily, swell-ah ! 

Biblical speech-ity, temperemce preach-ity, 

Sway-ity, creep-ity, crawl; 

Jump on your hat-ity, come out of that-ity. 

Screwed as a bat-ity, fell-ah! 
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The True Story of the Tablets 

Pensive old Tseng Kuo-chuan sat 

In his Viceregal hall in Nanking : 
And pondered this device and that, 

To please the men he should be thanking, 
Who'd been so ready at his call 

To open other people's purses. 
Sighing, he let his pencil (all 

With " asking's bad, but thanking worse is." 

So hard the matter to decide. 

He almost wished that he had summoned 
— But that it rather hurt his pride — 

The willing aid of Mr. D. . 

His Secretary saw the frown, 

And said, " My Lord, what is't you're seeking ? 
" Don't let this trifle weigh you down, 

"Just send their names en bloc to Peking," 

"No," said the Viceroy, "that won't do; 

" By Jen and Kung I was persuaded 
" To ask these ^u)ei, and now I rue 

" I brought myself to think as they did. 
"I dare not write and tell the Court 

"That I requested this assistance; 
"They'll say I knew such strangers ought 

" To be kept at a humble distance ! 
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"They know a Viceroy cannot give 

"A dragon, button, rank, or title; 
But as they've helped ray people live, 

" Some recognition's really vital ! 
" If 1 confessed in the Gazette, 

" I should be hauled up by the Nbe Boards. 
" Haven't you thought of something yet ?" 

"Why, Viceroy, why not send them signboards? 

" Confucius says : ' Don't stop to look, 

But jump in boldly, if you've got to' ; 
" I know I've got a copy-book, 

"From which I'll pick each man a motto." 
"Good," said the Viceroy, "don't be long; 

"Choose one for each ; don't make them funny; 
" But not the Governor of Hongkong, 

" He wouldn't trust us with his money." 

The little bird, who keeps his ear 

Intent whene'er the chief confab'lates, 
Has brought this — as you find it here — 

Veracious story of the tablets. 
Peking is pleased, and 's pleased ; 

Peace reigns again in Nanking city ; 
The Viceroy's anxious mind is eased ; 

And very pleased are the Committee ! 
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To Sell or Not to Sell? 

. . . Tall, active, round, with military air. 

With grey moustache, and slowly whitening hair. 

With genial smile, yet resolute though bland. 

The Chairman stood, a letter in his hand. 

The Secretary near him, tall and stout. 

Was there to help him thrash the matter out. 

Short, active, round, the Engineer stood by. 

The ever-present twinkle in his eye. 

"What's this," the Chairman said, "the Council write? 

An offer of our business they invite ; 

They want to buy us out ! At last they want 

Our pipes, our pumps, our engines, all our plant ; 

Our reservoirs, our chimneys short and tall, 

Our water-tower, our hydrants, just our all ! 

Ten years we've struggled, anxiously seen rise 

Our chimney, iron-crowned, to pierce the skies. 

Ten patient years for dividends we've waited, 

— The profit that our Hart first calculated — 

Ten years we've borne our customers' complaints. 

Complaints that would have aggravated saints. 

They seiid our filtering wasn't worth a rap. 

One man declared an eel came through his tap ! 

They said our plumbing was a thing to scorn ; 

— But then the honest plumber's still unborn — 

Their pipes all burst at winter's icy touch ; 

They've even dared to say we charge too much ! 

Malice alone such charges could invent. 

We've not yet made a modest eight per cent ! 
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We never looked for mercenary gains, 
'Twas pure philanthropy inspired our pains. 
For years Shanghai, absorbed in making wealth. 
Careless alike of cleanliness and health. 
Relied for water on deceptive wells. 
Of whose dark mysteries rumour shuddering tells. 
Or sent its coolies through the Whangpoo mud. 
To dip their buckets in its dirty flood. 
Our great Hart leaped up at the ghastly sight, 
' Ours be the task', he said, ' to put it right ; 
Shanghai shall have clean water, as it ought.' 
Not fame, nor coin, nor sordid gain he sought ; 
He gathered round him all the good cmd great. 
Bristled with scheme, with plan, with estimate : 
Water his daily thought, his nightly topic. 
He plumbed the purses of the philanthropic. 
And thus emerged, when all his work was done 
The mighty Company which now we run ! " 
He ceased, eind Secret 'ry and Ejigineer 
Dropped, as he ceased, a sympathetic tear. 
Then down they sat, with calculation nice 
To figure out the very lowest price. 
At first the Secretary's courage fails ; 
" We've only got seven hundred thouseind taels 
In our balance sheet!" The Chairman turned:— 
"There's all the dividends we've never earned; 
Put them in first ; and, as it's too low still, 
Double at least the assets for goodwill ! 
Then, as a nice round sum we must present, 
Add to the whole some twenty-five per cent. 
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Then lest some unappeased shareholder rails, 
We'll make the sum up to two million taels ! 
Two million taels, a very moderate figure, 
I think it ought to be a little bigger ; 
We'll say not less, and though the Council scoff, 
1 think two million taels will choke them off ! " 
When Shanghai tells its heroes as it oughter. 
These names at least will not be "writ in water !' 
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Gathered on the Bund: — 

An Impulsive Impromptu 

Rain, rain, rain, for eleven days ! 
It drops in all disgusting ways. 
Sometimes like any water-fall. 
Then softly without noise at all ; 
But always rain ! 

No sun, a sky for ever dull. 
Great clouds, of water over-full. 
That tumble on devoted men ; 
Then for a wink it stops, and then 
Begins again ! 

It's no use looking at the glass ! 
There's not a peach, alas ! alas ! 
We ask for them, but ask in vain. 
For they're all ruined by the rain. 
Incessant rain ! 

We cannot ride, we cannot play 
Tennis, or cricket, or croquet. 
But in the house we have to stay. 
And sadly eat our hearts away. 
And hate the Weather-Clerk, and say 
In every tone that isn't gay. 

Oh ! d the rain ! 
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Not the Proper Way to Treat a Lady. 

! think that it's behaving very shabby, 

In summer when the country's all so gay. 
To treat a girl exactly like a babby. 

And send her off to gaol at Wei-hai-wei. 
It damps your spirits down and makes 'em flabby 
To be told to go and paddle in the bay, 
Where the navy are so haughty. 
And declare you're very naughty 
II you wear a costume they don't think O.K. 
Though I never care to make a luss 
Unless a thing is positively shady 
To treat visitors like dirt 
And complain because they flirt 
'Tisn't the proper way to treat a lady. 

The Baluchis' gave a ball, you know, just lately. 

And ol course you may be sure that I was there. 
Someone asked me lor a dance, and most sedately 

I said that I'd oblige him with a square. 
When the time came he surprised me very greatly 
By just going into supper as we were ; 
And he said with awful language 
That he thought I was a sandwich 
And I never thought of eating, I declare ! 
Though I never care to make a fuss 
Unless a thing is positively shady 
To be taken off to feed. 
By the man you didn't need. 
Is not the proper way to treat a lady. 
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You know of course I'm very fond of riding — 

Laying paper, witli the beagles, or the hounds- 
And I think the men are mean to go in hiding 

When I ask them to escort me on my rounds. 
Or to give me what I (eel is such a chiding 

If I jump into by chance vegetable grounds, 
'Tis not such a disaster 
As to justify the master 
In pursuing you with terrifying sounds. 
Though I never care to make a fuss 
Unless a thing is positively shady. 
To desert you in a ditch 
Is a kind of action which 
Is not the proper way to treat a lady. 
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"North-China Daily News" 

"O S^octes Ccenaque 'Deam" 
(At the Club — Impromptu I) 
Now ihe dinner is over and done. 
And the guests they depart one by one, 
Each man who his 'ricsha can find. 
To his vehicle safely consigned, 
For the last guest has dined. 
And the last chit is signed. 
For the sake of those morally blind. 
"Out of sight, out of mind !" 
For some diners who dined 
Might forget, if that chit were not signed ! 

F. W. Christian. 

"Shanghai Mercury" 

O S^Cociea ! O Jerusalem ! 
(Moaning at the Bar — Impromptu!) 
Now that poetry is quite overdone, 
'T'is refreshing to find at least one, 
Whose muse is not so confined ; 
But even when he has dined. 
Can send lines he has signed, 
To B-b L-tt-e consigned : 
For the sake of those mentally blind, 
"Out of sight, out of mind !" 
For that poet who dined. 
Might be overlooked iiad he not signed. 

A I-Ieathen. 
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Tablet 

Ladies and Gentlemen, of course you know 

This, like the world, is but "a fleeting show 

"Justice, a Travestie" at once you cry 

As o'er those little hills you cast your eye, 

"Justice is never travestied in Shanghai!" 

And that is why we hope that you will feel 

That nothing you see here to-night is real : 

We are all shadows, cuid if in our show 

These shadows seem like people whom you know, 

It for a pleasant dream we pray you take — 

Don't rub your eyes to try if you're awake — 

It's but a vision ; banish all alcU°m, 

Hitting in dreams never does any harm 

We may hit hardest those we like the most, 

But who'd resent a buffet from a ghost ? 

Even if you find too close an invitation, 

Bear it, we pray, without exasperation. 

For invitation's always held to be 

Quite the sincerest form of flattery. 

We mean it all in fun, so let your looks 

Be of the kindest towards our shadowy spooks. 
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The Safety- Valve of Love 

" Dispensing to the gay throng below him music, which 
is the food of love, for dancing, which is its safety-valve."— 
"North-China Daily News." 

I clasped Amanda roUnd the waist. 

The band began a thrilling tune ; 
1 started off in ardent haste — 

It was a pleasant night in June — 
1 felt this was the time to prove 
Dancing the safety-valve of love. 

Tighter I clasped the panting fair. 

Round, round we swam, nor stayed to rest ; 
I breathed the perfume of her hair. 

Her throbbing heart against my breast ; 
i doubted then if I should prove 
Dancing the safety-valve of love. 

Our words were few and Very low. 

What each one thought we seemed to guess ; 

1 gently murmured : " Yes, or No ? " ., 

With one deep glance she whispered, " Yes." 

So do not call on me to prove 

Dancing the safety-valve of love ! 
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By Gum! 

The Editor's Best Friend. 

"' How do you do your work, by Gum ? 
Whence do the news and notions come ? 
" I'll tell you, if you'll keep it mum; 
By gum ! " 

" How do you make your paper hum ? 
If I were to try, it would strike me dumb ; 
Yet you manage to keep it full, by Gum ? ' 
" By gum !" 



Picked up at Weihaiwei 

The telescopes of thirty ships 
Were pointed at the sand ; 

They wept like anything to see 

Such quantities of B d , 

"If we could only all get leave," 

Said they, " it would be grand." 
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To-day and To-morrow 

"And Robert the Rhymer came to me and said: 
'There is a vast dullness come upon you. Take this.'" 

As I was passing through the thronged Maloo, 
Revolving many trifles, old and new, 
I heard a voice that uttered from afar 
The mystic, awe-inspiring word, "Bazaar," 
My thoughts flew swiftly back to earlier times, 
Soho, Pantheon ; then to distant climes 
Where, ere the busy day has well begun. 
The Indian maiden, squatting in the sun. 
Sets out to view the passer-by as on he fares. 
Then to the glorious islands of Japan, 
Where the bazaars are built on such a plan. 
That the unhappy tourist, to his cost. 
Can find no end in wandering mazes lost ; 
And seemingly compelled for aye to roam. 
Wonders if e'er again he'll see his home. 
Not such, though, the Bazaar to which to-day 
Crowds of Shanghailanders shall make their way. 
To earn the fair Shanghailandressess ' smiles. 
And be the willing victims of their wiles. 
Where rises high and wide the red-brick wall 
Of what was once the Drill, now the Town Hall, 
We mount, and having paid th' exiguous toll. 
Within the doors three centuries backwards roll. 
"What wondrous vision mocks our waking sense ? 
Hence, dear delusion ! Sweet enchantment, hence!" 
Gone is Shanghai, gone the raacadamed streets, 
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The ricshas, motors, bicycles one meets : 
Gone all the Chinese sounds that never cease, 
Th' electric light poles, and the Sikh police ; 
Gone dogs with muzzles, the steam-roller's hum. 
Gone everything — or rather not yet come ! 
The 16th century it is, and we 
Aquaint old English village round us see ; 
Timbered and plastered houses line the streets, 
Although no Market Cross our vision greets. 
What do you lack ? There's something here for all, 
A shop where sweets are sold, a fancy stall, 
Stuffs from the Far East, pictures, books, and toys, 
Dolls for the girls, and footballs for the boys. 
Here his weird trade the photographer plies ; 
Here, one a kerchief, one a collar buys ; 
Ice-creams and coffee, flowers ; on every hand, 
Bewildered as we are, we feel a band 
Of maids alluring, puritans of course. 
Tug at our purse-strings with resistless force. 
Here's a necessity that knows no laws, 
And all's forgiven in so good a cause ! 
Would you write Christmas letters. All is here, 
Envelopes, paper, stamps, and not too dear. 
Have thirst and hunger come ? The Manor's gale 
Is open wide, and fmr are those who wait. 
The gipsy caravan, the strolling players. 
The minstrels, and the chapmen with their wares. 
Are all agog, would you your fortune seek ? 
Bring forth your gold and hear the priestess speak. 
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Or try your skill at shooting ; but oftsoon 

If you stay long you'll have to shoot the moon. 

To drag away your dollars hardly earned, 

The wit of man wise words most heedfully perpend- 

"There's room for all and each may bring a friend." 

But come not empty-pouched ; there's nothing worse 

Than entering without a well-filled purse, 

But would you do your duty at the show. 

Your purse must be quite empty when you go. 

And you must take, remember this full well, 

Not what you want to buy, but they to sell. 

When Medes and Persians in the olden days 

Were fain to guide the world's evasive ways. 

These were the laws, unchanging as the stars, 

That they ordained to regulate Bazaars. 
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GENERAL 



The Lion Awakes 

They said the Lion's strength was gone, the Lion spirit dead. 
And fifty years of peace should prove the ancient vigour fled ; 
That England's pulse beat cold and dull, that through the 

mist of time 
She sadly smiled when she reached the catalogue sublime ; 
That laid to rust, a slighted trust, was that stout sword and true 
That bit so sure at Agincourt, so deep at Waterloo : 
The red-cross flag no more should float across the war-lit sky, 
No more "St. George for England!" rise loud through the 

battle cry. 
As when on some soft autumn eve the sunlight slowly dies, 
And heavily the night-rack rolls athwart the glooming skies. 
So o'er the seas from sunny south the sullen rumour came, 
That waked once more the ancient sparks and fanned the 

ancient flame. 
'Twas soon to tell, they said not well who said the Lion slept; 
With one long roar from shore to shore at once to life he 

leapt. 
Through many a quiet inland town blared forth the bugle's 

blast, 
Thames started in his cozy bed to hear it hurrying past, 
Severn flashed back the gleam of arms to many a shadowy 

wood, 
And Mersey mirrored serried hosts in his astonished flood : 
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A thousand blades leapt forth to light by Humber's tawny 

tide, 
The tramp of armed thousands poured adown the banks of 

Clyde; 
And eager still his part to bear more haughty streams among, 
Esk hidden in his pebbly nooks brawls martially along. 
No purchased blood, no subject swords with lust of glory 

dyed; 
For mother-land we come to light, for the country of our pride: 
Where the White Rose before has been, that Rose again 

shall be. 
Beneath it hearts that cannot flinch, above it victory. 
God and our right ! as our red cliffs the envious surges beat, 
That blindly rush, and backward fall, and stagger at their feet; 
So, vowed through life or death to win, the nation armed 

shall stand. 
And baffled drive their noisy wrath from our dear native land. 
Strong in one heart that beats through all we count not others' 

powers. 
With fixed resolve and purpose high one certain aim is ours: 
That if the haughty foeman bold shall dare his ancient boast. 
And the fierce eagle try its swoop upon the island coast, 
St. Hilda's maids with lighter hearts may through the dark- 
ness rest. 
And mothers without sobbing press their babies to their breast; 
And fathers steering seaward look back with gladdened gaze 
To the low chff of wave-washed rock, half hid in evening haze, 
Where gallant hearts and trusty heads their loving watches 

keep. 
And the red flag of England burns across the Northern deep. 
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LiBERiY IN Russia 

"Bravo the Czar!" In many languages 
This shout to-day will travel far and wide, 
Wherever freedom reigns, and free men live. 
" Bravo the Czar'" For no slight pluck he shows 
Who, from a throne broad-based on — bayonets. 
And compassed by an army of police, 
Yet dares to give his people liberty ! 
This is no undecided invalid. 
No weakling dreamer, ruling but in name. 
No puppet, to his ring of Ministers 
Obedient. Here's an Emperor indeed. 
Who with one blow that echoes round the world 
Strikes from the souls and bodies of his people 
The bonds that they have had to bear so long. 
" Bravo the Czar ! " 
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Whitby 

Engine, stay thy speed a little ere we lose for aye the pier, 
Stay thy speed, that in the harbour I may drop a parting 
tear. 

'Last long lingering looks' avail not: fade for ever from my 
sight. 

Now the abbey, now the windmill, now the ancient Beacon- 
height. 

O my Whitby shallow-harboured, O my Whitby, mine no 
more; 

O thy blue be-picnicked moorlands, O thy brown machine- 
girt shore ! 

See, from dull and sunless suburbs, from the smoke of distant 

towns 
Come the Robinsons and Joneses, come the Smiths and come 

the Browns. 

Thanking goodness that the ocean as it tumbles on the 

shore. 
In their faces pale and wearie^ makes the roses bloom once 

more. 

Quaint old town of toil and traffic, quaint old town of fish 

and net, 
Mem'ries haunt thy fading rooftrees that I never can forget. 

Mem'ries of the cliff at evening — Ah! thy band, I hear it 

still. 
In my ears reiterated, rings the ' Barber of Seville.' 
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Thro' thy streets for strangers stately, thy obscure and dismal 

lanes. 
Still I hear the solemn bellman chant his unpoelic strains. 

1 have sketched thy painted cobbles, rocked beside the yellow 

quay. 
Where the blue and brown-clad fishers sleep away their lazy 

day. 

Sketched the abbey calm and stately grey with fighting for 

long years. 
With the sea-winds howling fiercely thro' its arches, round 

its piers. 

I have climbed, a toil and trouble, the two hundred steps save 

one. 
Wondering at the triumph sea-churchwardens over art have 

won. 

Watched thy soldiers from the Battery send their fljong shots 

afar, 
Thinking the best hit they made yet was the Volunteer Bazaar. 

I have seen it, and I thought it prudence worth a place in 

print. 
Seen them overset thy lifeboat, but with wisely no-one in't. 

Then I dipt into the future farther than most men can see. 
Saw the Royal Crescent finished, and the Whitby that shall be. 

Saw where now the early bather climbs with toil the slippery 

stair 
Rise a terraced spa, a tower, two hotels, a church, and square. 
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Thus, O Whitby, thus a wanderer from a county far away 
As he passed the mill at Ruswarp poured his melancholy 
lay. 

There the whistle's shriek aroused me. The awakened city 

roared. 
With the tramp of moving masses as towards the field they 

poured. 
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Twenty — Th i rty- Five — Fi fty 

An hour ! a day ! an age it seems 

Since your hard kindness o'er me crept, 
And at that tone to life I leapt 

For ever from the couch of dreams. 

You knew me poor — you thought me fool, 
For that I had my weige to earn, 
And for the lesson I must learn 

You sent me to a bitter school. 

To face the world alone ; 'twas hard, 
You sent me to a living grave. 
And would not stretch a hand to save 

Though knowing all return was barred. 

I thought at first I should have died, 
i could not see the daylight more, 
1 would but lie upon the shore 

Till swallowed by the coming tide. 

Past, fifteen years : upon the break 
Of two contrasted worlds I stand. 
The past and future on each hand, 

A little present space to think. 

Men call me heartless : they are right, 
I gave you all my heart, euid you 
With scorn the offering from you threw. 

And left me hardened for the fight. 



41 



To you I owe the long relief, 

When I rewoke from that dark night. 

From weights that cramp the warrior's might, 

The cannon loads of love and grief. 

You robbed me of the first : the last 
Soon melted in the heat of strife, 
So through the toiling crowd of life 

Unburdened to the goal I passed. 

I saw the look upon your face, 

'What if the former love return' ? 
No: buried ashes will not burn. 

And you have lost the ancient grave. 

1 never loved you ; but 1 thought 
I saw in you my own ideal, 
You were the shadow, that was real. 

But cruel was the truth when taught. 

And yet 'twas kind, for when it came. 

It drove me from the plains of hope — 
Those sunny plains — to turn and grope 

My path to the cold height of fame. 

And though alone you bade me fly 

You could not drive me from Despair, 
I sought and found a refuge there. 

With her I've lived, with her will die. 
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Is IT SO Easy? 

Pray for long life ? Do you know what you ask ? 
Do you find living such an easy task ? 
To wear day in day out perforce and work. 
Is it BO easy ? 

Day after day to do your stint of work, 
The stint allotted which no man may shirk. 
In summer's sunshine and in winter's mirk, 
Is it so easy ? 



A Woman's Moods 

See the sky on an April day — 

The sun shines here, there a dark cloud broods- 
I cannot tell if it's true, but they say 

That these are a woman's moods. 

What would a life be if naught but joy, 
A life into which no shade intrudes ? 

I am not sure, but I think 'twould cloy 
So give me a woman's moods. 

Love and hatred, peace and strife. 

Sweetest friendship, and bitter feuds. 

Of mingled yam is the web of life 
And so are a woman's moods. 
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Shall I Complain? 

Shall I complain because the (east is o'er, 

And all the banquet lights have ceased to shine ? 
For ioy that was, and is no longer mine ; 
For love that came and went, and comes no more ; 
For hopes and dreams that left my open door ; 
Shall I, who hold the past in (ee, repine ? 
Nay ! there are those who never quaffed life's wine- 
That were the unblest fate one might deplore. 
To sit alone and dream, at set of sun. 

When all the world is vague with coming night — 
To hear old voices whisper, sweet and low. 
And see dear faces steal back, one by one. 

And thrill anew to each long-past delight — 
Shall I complain, who still this bliss may know '? 
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Sic Vos NON VOBIS 

I carved her name in the wood, 

I had (alien in love that day — 
And I wondered when next she stood 

By its side what she would say. 

With him she went for a walk 

I had asked her to go with me — 

He blushed and stopped dead in his talk 

When they came to the marks on the tree. 

I sent her the very last rose, 

I weis looking (or it (or hours. 
And he whispered, as cool as the snows, 

" I knew you were fond o( flowers." 

I got her portretit done. 

And lelt it about the place; 
She (ound him sitting alone, 

And brooding over her face. 

1 sent her some verses, most 

Affectionate, headed "To Thee" 

He caught them fresh from the post 
And initialed them (his) B — C — . 
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I knew 'twas the very best way. 

To approve myself well with mama. 

Kept chatting with her all day. 

Played back-gammon all night with papa 
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So whenever this duty I did 

They two would be sitting together 
Or out into the garden they slid 

Just to get an idea of the weather. 

She was asking, "Would someone go, please ?- 
For some trifle ; of course I was willing ; 

I returned and found him on his knees. 
He said he had just dropt a shilling. 

1 wrote and said I must go 

Unless she should hope i won't, 

I forgot to sign it, and so 

She wrote him back one word " Don't." 

Of course there were explanations, 

You must guess the rest of the tale ; 

1 hate your avowed flirtations. 

So started right off by the mail. 
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A Young Fellow of Oriel 

There was a young fellow of Oriel, 
Who climbed up the Martyr's Memorial. 

Where he stood on his head 

And indignantly said. 
Who states we're not active at Oriel ? 

There was a young fellow of Oriel 
Who went to the Martyr's Memorial, 

He stood on his head. 

And to the Crowd said. 
They teach us Athletics at Oriel. 
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Arum Lilies 

A guest in the House of Sickness, 
He lay in his narrow bed ; 

The nurse, with an awful quickness. 
Came to his side, and said, 
As he lifted his aching head : 

"She has sent you arum lilies." 

"She has sent me arum lilies ? 

Then she's sure I'm already dead ! " 
"Oh, well, of all the lilies!" 

Said the nurse, " Have your senses fled ? 

Do you think that Death you've wed. 
Because of some arum lilies ? " 

"She believes in your soul's true whiteness, 
And of that the flowers are a sign ; 

She wanted to send you brightness. 
Where all things fade and pine. 
What a pitiful soul is thine 

To shrink from arum lilies ! " 
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